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Revolution into their writings. In time the young men of the
haciendas were graduated. "Who is this bewhiskered old
despot who tells us what we must do and how we must live
in Mexico?5' they asked. One of them was the cultured Fran-
cisco I. Madero. That Madero himself was slaughtered meant
nothing. What Diaz had built up in Mexico with the iron
hand was torn down by the bloody claw of revolution.
Madero, Huerta and Carranza were names written in blood at
a chaotic helm of state.
Most Americans are familiar with the border ravages of the
bandit Villa and other figures in the Mexican revolution.
What I have told here is a lesser known picture perhaps be-
cause it came from deeper within the republic. But still it
has its place in the revolutionary history of Mexico.